
The trmblefome %aigne 

Bv that fame houre on warrant of their faith, 

Philip Plant aginet, a bird of fwifteft wing, 

Lord E tislmcc ^Uc[cj , Lord CrcJfjt, and Lord ALowbery 
Appointed meeting at S. Edmunds flume. 

'pemb. Vntill their prefence,Ile conceale my tale 
Sweetc complices in holy Chriftian afhs, 

That venture for the purchafe of renowne. 

Thrice welcome to the league of high refolue, 

T hat pawne their bodies for their (bules regard. 

SJfex, Now wanteth but the reft to end this worke 
In Pilgrimes habite comes our holy troupe 
A furlong hence, with fwift vnwoonted pace, 

May be they are the petfons you expeift. 

Pemb. With fwift vnwoonted gate, fee what a thing is 
That fpurs them on with feruence to this fhrine, (zeal?. 
Now ioy come to them for their true intent : 

And in good time, here come the war-men all, 

That fweate in body by the minds difeafe : 

Hap and hearts-eafe braue Lordings be your lot. 

Enter the Baftard Philip, &c. 

Amen my Lords, the like betide your lucke. 

And all that trauell in a Chriftian caufe. 

EJfex, Cheerely repli’d braue branch of Kingly ftocke, 
A right Plentaginet fhould reafon fo. 

But ftlence Lords, attend yourcommings caufe : 

The feruile yoke that pained vs with toyle. 

On ftrong inftinft hath fram’d this conuenticle. 

To eafe our neckes of feruitudes contempt. 

Should I not name the foeman of our reft, 

Whichot you all fo barren in conceite. 

As cannot leuell at the man I meane ? 

But left Enigm’sfhadow flrining truth, 

, Plainely to paint, as truth requires no art. 

Th’etFviftofthis refort importeththis, 

T o roote and cleane extirpate tyrant lohn, 

■Tyrant I fay appealing to the man. 



If any here that loues him, and I aske, 

Whatkindfliip, lenitie,or chriftian raigne, 

Rules in the man to barre this foule impeach? 

Firft I inferre the Qsefters baniflimenf : 

For reprehending in moft vnehriftian crimes, 

I Was fpeciall notice of a tyrants will. 

But were this all,the diuell fliould be fau’d. 

But this the leaft of many thoufand faults, 

That circumftance with ley fure might difplay.' 

Our priuate wrongs no parcell of my tale 
Which now in prefence, but for fome great caufe 
Might with to him as to a mortall foe. 

, But (hall I clofe the period with an ad 

Abhorring in the eares oi Chriftian men: 

Hiscoufms death, that Iweet vnguilty childe, 

Vntiinely butcherd by the tyrants meanes, 

Heere are my proofes as cleere as grauell brooke. 

And on the fame I further muft inferre, 

That who vpholds a tyrant in his courfe, 

! Is culpable of all his damned guilt. 

To (hew the which is yet to be deferib’d. 

My Lord of Pembrooke , (hew what is behinde, 

Onely I fay, that weie there nothing elfe 
To moue vs, but the Popes moft dreadfull curfe, 
j Whereof we are a flu red, if wee faile. 

It were enough to inftigatevs all. 

With earneftnefle of fpirit,to feeke a meane 
Todifpoflefle lohn of his regiment. 

Pemb. Well hath my Lord of Eflt x told his tale. 

Which I auei re for moft fubftantiail truth. 

And more to make the matter to our minde, 

I fay that Lewis in challenge of his wife, 
j Hath title of an vncontrouled pk- a. 

To all that iongeth to our Englifli crowne. 

Short tale to ma ke, the Sea Apoftolike, 

Hath oftred difoenfution for the fault. 
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